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and he thought of the expense he would have
to face.
In September the day came for Floris to go.
Werendonk went to the station with him ; Jansje
and Stien watched him through the window as he
turned out of the street with his bag.
At first he came home regularly on Saturdays.
Then for two successive weeks he stayed away, and
Werendonk went to Amsterdam to see what the
reason for this could be. He did not find him at
home, but he saw that his room was untidy, with
empty bottles and a jug on the table, an ash-tray,
full, as though he had had a lot of visitors. Floris
had very little pocket-money, not enough to offer
his friends wine, Werendonk thought he must
have been running up an account; he realised that
students, at the outset of their careers, like to be gay,
and the next time Floris came home he gave him
a box of cigars and a little money, with the admo-
nition not to get into debt. c It's good to enjoy
yourself/ he said, * you'll only be eighteen once,
but don't forget your duty.'
The Christmas vacation was a cheerful time for
Werendonk. It did him good to look at Floris, to
see how his shoulders were broadening, to listen to
him talking of learned matters.
With the New Year, troubles came to the house.
Werendonk had to stay in bed for several weeks and
leave everything to his brother. And it seemed as